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The cotricall Historic of 

Qowne, That is Hone to fir, onely coucr is the word. 

Loren. Will you coucr than fir } 

Clonme. Not Co fir neither, I know my duty. 

Loren. Yet more quarrelling with occafion, wilt thou fiicwe 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an infant; 1 pray thee vnderfland z 
plaine man in his plaine meaning : goe to thy fellowes, bid them 
couer the table, feme in the meate, and we will come in to dinner. 

(lowne. For the table fir, it diall beferu’din, for the meate fir, it 
(hall be couerd, for your comming in to dinner fir, why let it be as 
humors and conceitcs fhall gouerne. Exit £ loxene. 

Loren. Q dcare diferetion, how his words are fitted. 

The foole hath planted in his memorie 
an Armie of good words, and I doe know 
a many fooles that (land in better place, 
garniilit like him, that for a trickfie word 
defic the matter : how cherft thou lejfica. 

And now good fiveet fay thy opinion, 

How Hood thou like the Lord Eafanios wife ? 

lejji. Part all exprefling, it is very meete 
the Lord c Ba(famo liue an vpright life 
Forhauing fuch a bleffing in'liis Lady, 
he findes the icyes ofheauen heere on earth, 

And ifon earth he doe not mcanc it, it 
in reafon he fhouldneuer come to heauen ? 

Why, if two Gods (Tiould play fome heauenly match, 
and on the wager lay two eai thly women, 

And 7 ortia one : there mud be fbmthing elfe 
paund with the cither, for the poore rude world 
hath not her fellow. 

Loren. Euen fuch a husband 
hafi thou of me, as (lie is for wife; 
lejji. Nay, but aske my opinion to of that ? 

Loren. < I will anone, fird let vs goe to dinner ? 
lejji. Nay, let me praife you while J hauea fiomackf 
/ oren. No pray thee, let it feme for table tallce, 

I hen how fo mere thou fpeakfi mong other things, 

3 fhall difgefi it.?. 




• the Merchant of Venice. 

left. Well, ilefet you forth. . f xlU 

Enter the ‘Duke, the Magnijicoes , Anthon^Bajjmio, 
<wd Gratiano. 

Duke. What, is Anthonio heere ? 

Antho. Ready, fopleafe your grace? 

Duke. I am forry for thee, thou art come to aunlwcre 
a ftonie aduerfarie, an inhumaine wretch, 
vncapable of pitty , voy d, and empty 
from any dram of mercie. 

Antho. I haue heard 

your grace hath tane great paincs to quallifie 
his rigorous courfe*, but fince he fands obdurate. 

And that no lawfiill meanes can carry me 
out of his enuies reach, I doe oppofe 
my patience to his furie, and am armd 
to fuflfer with a quietnes of fpirit, 
the very tiranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Goe one and call the lew into the Court. 

Salerio. He is ready at the dore, he comes my Lord, 
■Enter Shylocke. 

Duke. Make roome,and let him (land before our face. 
Shylocke the world thinks, and I thinke fo to 
that thou but leaded this fafhion of thy mallice 
to the lad houre of aft, and then tis thought 
thowlt fhew thy mercy and remorfe more drange, 
than « thy drange apparant cruelty 5 
and where thou now exafts the penalty, 
which is a pound of this poore Merchants flefh, 
thou wilt not onely loofc the forfaiture, 
but toucht with humaine gentlcnes and louc : 

Forgiuc a moy tie of the principal!, 
glauncing an eye ofpitty on his lofles 
that haue of late fohudled on his backe. 

Enow to prede a royall Merchant downe } 

And pluck comiferation of this dates 

from braffie bofbmes and rough harts offlints, 

from flubborne Turkcs, and Tarters neuer traind 
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